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you so unkind? Why did you run away and why
do you He to me?"
"And why did you spy on me? What business
is it of yours where I go or what I do?"
"Rosa, don't talk to me like that/' pleaded
Robert. "Isn't it my business what you do? Every
little thing you do I care for/1
"Well, I wish you wouldn't. I don't belong to
you and I wish you would remember that/*
"Very well, I shan't care," said Robert. "Go
where you like and do what you like and be what
you like. Go for a whore like your sister Belle, for
all I care."
"Robert!" cried Rosa; her hands flew up to her
face and suddenly she began to cry. "Oh! Don't
say that, Bob 1 Bob I I can't bear to think of Belle."
Belle had come in when it was light, when the
birds were waking in the stillness that comes just
before the morning. She woke Rosa by blundering
into her bed; she moved about the room like a
poor blind moth that had lost its wings. Her face
was sick and livid, her shoulders dirty, her hair
was full of leaves; and the dress, the lovely dress
was torn and stained, the bodice split open, one
strap broken so that she had to hold it up round
her.
"Belle!" breathed Rosa in a frightened whisper.
"Belle!"
She was struggling out of her dress, and looked
up quickly at Rosa's whisper.
"Hush! can't you?" she hissed, shivering*
"Hush or you'll wake them."